TRAVEL-DIARY
they pointed out, was clearing; the Japanese aeroplanes
were therefore to be expected, and the municipal offices
—clearly visible as one of the few buildings left standing
among the ruins—would almost certainly be bombed.
Immediately a party was formed—headed by T. Y. Liu	
demanding instant evacuation. Peter teased them, re-
minding T. Y. of his exhaustion and A. W. of his solicitude
for the coolies' comfort. The coolies, needless to say, were
roused at once. So off we started, after saying good-bye
to the heroically placid Mayor, who was quietly awaiting
yet another occupation of his town, and the probable
destruction of its few remaining houses.
Auden and I now relapsed into the chairs. Fleming,
with the flattering brutality of a born leader, had ex-
tracted T. Y. from one of them and had even persuaded
him to march at his side. We advanced by a shorter route
through the lonely countryside. The coolies strode along,
relieving each other with trained adroitness. We gazed at
their bulging calves and straining thighs, and rehearsed
every dishonest excuse for allowing ourselves to be carried
by human beings: they are used to it, it's giving them
employment, they don't feel. Oh no, they don't feel—but
the lump on the back of that man's neck wasn't raised by
drinking champagne, and his sweat remarkably resembles
my own. Never mind, my feet hurt. I'm paying him,
aren't I? Three times as much, in fact, as he'd get from a
Chinese. Sentimentality helps no one. Why don't you
walk? I can't, I tell you. You bloody well would if you'd
got no cash. But I have got cash. Oh, dear. I'm so heavy....
Our coolies, unaware of these qualms, seemed to bear us
no ill-will, however. At the road-side halts they even
brought us cups of tea.
We arrived in Siaofeng well before dark, and were wel-
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